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REALITY STREET 


THIS BOOK MADE POSSIBLE BY 
FRIENDS OF THE PRESS 


For Vladimir Mayakowsky 


Words like express trains, 

like galloping coffins, 

still used like bites of sugar, 

like noserags and pallid confections. 

A sickness of the retreating national monastery 
confuses language 

with rest after selling, 

with the piety of chapels 

obliterating heads and mugging citizens. 


Words are not escape, words are the thing! 
Being used as a Side issue, 

all the time they're the circus. 

They stand ready for battle armed like a tank, 
gusting flame. 

See how the poet sidles up like a hairdresser? 
Cunningly decorates earthsplitting rivers 

so they look like the spit-curls of pages? 


Acrobats 
after Tiepolo 


Could that have been me, any time, 

brawling so with clowns, 

somewhere Umbrian—my trustingness 

—their teetering cats-paws? 

Obviously they give their faith to nothing. 

Of course, Nothing was everything they asked it for, 
so thenceforth they spit upside down at the absolute. 


They look like my friends, 

which I have been among many times. 

They waggle their hams sheerly, 

difficult, backward crabs, coming to meet me, 
—friendly—such honks of vegetable noses! 

Poor crippled carrots, waggly artichokes, 

with rotten, hand-sewn, idiot baggy pants. 

Which is my squint? What leers down my owlish cheeks? 


And there is another one, also, 

a girl-shape holding the strings. 

(She would, of course), 

carrying what’s coming on, has been 

and will be everything, again, to what I recall. 

(that mewling baby in its chewing future-masking mask). 
Her searchlight look, bright wit, 

yet not overspending. 


I think we’ve been owned by the same raw fate. 
Her shrugs, her skeptical eyes, 
her practical hunger, that takes flight. 


What is it, all this upside downing? 

Only one more curious way through? 

She depends—on what?—my wish? 

Only God can answer how that could be. 

But still, she beckons at the scapegoat turnstile, 
through which I go, without any question 

—as I forever have. To her? 

—better not ask. 

Only hurry, wherever this, our entrance-exit, issues to. 


Book Burial 


Among the Chou, 
who ruled in China after the Shang and before the Ch’in, 


there were an Accomplished King and a Martial King: 
who came out of the land of Wei 

in the far west. 

They gave new laws. 

But most of all there was among them 

a marvelous exaggerated respect 

for books and bronzes. 


Scholars could do anything they liked! 

And they carried everywhere tablets and brushes 
suspended at the waist band 

so they could write about it— 

write down everything— 

gossip—dirty jokes—grocery prices! 

They were so proud of being able to say things 
with their fingers! Oh, it was new! 

And a serious consequential joy, 

Saying it ceremoniously, 

saying it at all! With holy black calligraphy! 
What pleasures! 

They loved writing so much 

they were buried with their books. 

One king had himself interred with twenty 
cartloads of classics on bamboo slivers. 

That was a funeral fit 

to make being buried worth thinking about! 

I had always thought of being shot out of a cannon 
into the mountains, 

but no! This is the way I shall have it. 


I’m resolved that if worst comes to worst 

and I have to die, 

well, I will insist on being buried with my books. 
Now, first of all—in a rough cedar box 

lined with broadsides, and funny poems. 
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Ugh! Spare me your bassinet linings 

of pink artificial silk. 

Spend the money on a good workable lamp. 

If I should wake up, let me spend 

the time reading. 

Let my head lie on Saki, 

let Yeats and Whitman and Cervantes, 

Mark Twain and Chaucer, my pockmarked 
pencil-scratched edition—lie somewhere about my fingers. 
Emily Dickinson I shall have cast in bronze cartouches 
to lie on my tongue. Put Hopkins on my chest. 

He won’t be heavy, he floats like hydrogen. 


Thesaurus, wretched book! 

Put that over my eyes. 

Shakespeare, I will be all new-dressed 
in your blue Yale edition. 


If there should be room, throw in Su Tung Po, 
Tu Fu, Dante, Joyce, and of course Basho and Issa. 
That way I shall never get restless. 

I shall never be tempted to come back 

and twine about the chimney pots 

of the still alive, jealous and 

trying to make them uncomfortable. 

Oh, I'll be quite happy, thank you, 

for as long as you like. 

What’s best, when someday 

they dig me up for my bronzes 

to put my bones on exhibition 

in a brightly lighted museum case, 

I shall have come home 

to a theatrical way of thinking, 

and lie among minds moving about 

in a place of learning and repose. 


Nijinsky 


Bending up the stairs, 

dance case swung to my shoulder from the back, 

I looked one flight above and saw Niyinsky 

sitting on the steps—I swear— 

his thighs wide-stretched and huge, 

facing me with wild, high cheekbones, V-shaped chin, 
clinging over me like an angry scaramouche. 


His eyes burned with a hollow light, 

and stared in mine like a furious grievance brought to bay. 
Contempt drew down the corners of his mouth, 

made ploughed contours over the ridges of his eyes. 
—you are too gross to speak of—he seemed to accuse 
—old clot of fifty eight, 

desecrating my youthful art—. 


“Exercise!” I stammered. 

How could I make the ridiculous word compose itself? 
I writhed in the contumely of his eyes 

with their ghostly fire, 

so the truth came hurtling out 

like a series of tours de reins. 

“T pickpocket a taste of it, that’s all—for love.” 


His face cleared as though with a blast of light. 

He grinned, fading, 

and I swear, left a fleeting thought 

as the stairs grew stairs again 

and a tiny wind blew. 

—Nothing excuses anything—nothing— 

but passion’s the most forgivable greed in a thief.— 


Art 


Things that only happen, 

knotty, fortuitous, unfaithful to life— 
those first dishonorings, he endures. 
Bruised, laced with cuts, 

he groans at crooked construction 
and badly gauged shape. 


Frantic, hammers, sets and braces 

wood, earth, water about him together 

into a junk-carpentry of handfastness and hardihood, 
as though by determination he might grapple 

with the skirts of eternity. 

Unable to truckle with compassion 

he smiles at the murder of nonchalance. 


Thinking himself brave, shames truth 

into “taking off its hat,” even though Jewish, 
bald, or has a cold. 

Arrogant, at gunpoint, he will stop reality 
fainting into gracefulness, or imitating fatigue. 
He arranges that what happens, naked, 

shall fuck the future in public. 


Then, having dug through rock to the heart of things, 
bad-tempered, he kicks Life. What’s it hiding? 
Laughs, hurts, is happy to smash his toe. 

At the bone is where it happens, frugally, 

(his faith). 


So, heart-worn, crippled, fog-blind, 

properly skewed, and still can’t lie for kindness 

or give it up— 

he crawls broken-limbed out to the end of some frail tree, 
wind-thrashed. And no longer that much cares. 

So, like a hunted peeping-Tom, 

once or twice, he watches 

his patch of mud into earth that sings. 


Fury And Certainty 


If Socrates was given a cup for his accomplishments, 
and Michelangelo was rarely paid but grimly pursued, 
Shakespeare had esteem no better than a valet, 

and Beethoven got through a violent father 

and ever increasing war— 

how can they have believed in Man?— 

in Justice before bread, 

in the rise of Greatness against Reason, 

against the rolling of the wave 

and the falling of the moon? 


Perhaps Socrates like the rest of us, 

passed his secret life wondering how to spend himself, 
and Buonarotti roared with self-destroying power, 

and Beethoven, like a tremulous angel, 

fought on the back of a house-hunting beast. 

Perhaps Shakespeare sank like quicksilver in what he saw. 
But did they not guess they were born 

into nothingness like creation? 

Did they not know who they were? 


If they were God, as they seem, 

and spoke with his voice, 

perhaps it was only the tension of being spoken through 
whether they wished it or not, 

that gave them the terrible fury and certainty 

they share with the animal and the insane? 


Dog Dancing 


Big Fred Carey hobbled over to me last night 

in a dream, giving his heart-sworn thunderous grin, 
reminding me how he’d once paid twenty a week 

as I pumped gas from a Pure Oil station in Mountain Brook— 
and how one time an old man parked his busted pickup 

next, on the grass, some strange, lank kind of fellow, 

whose beard was dirty, whose eye was witty, 

whose truck was square in the back 

Closed off with a delicate netting of wire. 


When he’d gotten a sack of day-old buns and rolls 

from the bakeshop down the street, 

he opened the veiled doors behind and called out a company 
of trim little dogs like grasshopper children, 

fox terriers and kindred mongrels on spindly legs. 

He watched them shake themselves, 

then cranked his old victola. 

Hearing its stately scratches, the dogs began to dance. 


What a strange sight, to see those dozen dogs 

gravely turning about in slow pirouettes, hopping, 
spinning in schottisches, somersaulting over their heads. 
The old man stood there, watching, 

slowly nodding, bidding them persevere 

with squashed bits of stale bakery trash. 

They silently waited with anxious fortitude 

and gnawed crumbs in the wings like refugees. 


On a tiny lady dog he strapped a pink skirt. 

She treadled beneath the ruffles. 

While the needle squeaked a bag-pipe wail, 

she did a slow and mystic spin 

with paws upraised and eyes in a heavenly transit, 

turning and hopping, mincing her toes below. 

When she’d done her turn, she took the old man’s tambourine 
between her teeth and grandly made the ring 

of those who watched, and took their nickels and dimes. 


I saw the thought fester in Big Fred’s eyes, 

that this old man, who should be safe somewhere, 

sucking his pipe, reading the weather— 

he and his dogs were out on the whim of the world. 

“One morning he’ll wake up dead” he said, whisking his hands. 
“T mean, all right for him, he won’t know better, 

but what about the dogs?” 

What was there I could say that he would believe, 

and what did I know about the demands of art? 
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Einstein 


Listen a minute, —dear Pooh, 

old puff-cotton doctor—who float 

like a ring about your own head, 

like a prickly dandelion. 

As there you sit, making book on the Buddha, 
steering through quiet to seek how to sail 

and at the same time fly, 

you Steal the hospital’s one galactic sheet. 


Held in that harmonious pudding 

through heart-spasm and such-like fearsome tics, 
you whisper as though you know, 

“God won’t play dice with the world.” 

What water you been dowsing, grandpa, 

so you know which spheres to sing? 


My bent-tubed horn, has got no less 
a frenzy, no less a tongue-flutter, 

is no less harsh to force 

some order out of the song, 

to ask why this heart—or that—, 

is kind or unkind. 


But—hire a music hall, you’ll see. 

We rehearse till we get sore lips, 

a mind tattering into strings, 

then each show, someone lets in a drunk 
who pisses the trick. 


...see the half-smashed seats, 

the vomit trailing up the stairs? 

For broken bodies and bottles, even you, 
Guru Caro, could you say 

out of your fractured heart 

it was worth the flight? 


Skylark 
(The Shelley Exhibition) 


In the Mirrored case our schoolfish faces 

peer like guppies through the glass 

at the darling sensual scrawl. 

Big round actual tears 

trickle and sluice down our wet nose-wings. 

Oh liquid poet! 

And we sob. (Didn’t he weep in the Italian grass?) 


But should the man rise from the glass case, 

shuddering and sticking out his tongue, 

to see all these becrutched ladies, schoolgirls 

with a smirk, proper masters, glasses on the nose, 

angry Ph.D.’s with popcorn bags, oxforded women, 
arched like seals, sipping the wild wine of his pain, 
which they will go out to wash down with a cup of tea— 


He’d wonder how the God who made the dizzy whirring 
he sent round and round 

made all us queer machines with grinding gears. 

Wasn’t he sent as a burning glass to cure our disease? 
To melt our absurdities, along with his, into one? 

But he has been, and does become, something else, 

in time, and burns for us whatever we think, or are. 

This minute, on the beach, on the white sand, if we wish, 
as we add the wine, the earth, the salt, 

and the oil, to his funeral pyre, 

he will flare up against the Appenines of speech. 
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Honeymoon 


Churchmice were rich compared to us. 

The farm (your uncle’s) sheltering us like an arm, 

cradled its acres. We knew less than we had. 

Poor souls, Locke’s erased staves. 

And settled in nearly. Made art to be our dupes. 

Calamity unsheathed talons, sat by our luggage, 

gave warm smiles, pink angles. Cornered by Christ’s mercy 
that hovered above us like a bogey-man. Twelve years 

the gagging continence had raged—tesenting us, 

softened our wits. Such loving, grappled nits. 


Outside, blackberries dozed in the sun, stretched, 

not ready to speak. Bullfrogs glistened 

on notched forks of gigs. Croaked. 

Were sliding on clotheslines of hanged wings. 

Like hot distant thunders, feeling grumbled, flared. Empty dreams 
puffed about us of dying worlds. Love, crippled, 

even rasping, wished at the landscape with blaring voices. 
Down awful cave-mouths black with respected truth 

we vanished, hand to mouth, backward in a smile, a kiss. 
Nothing awoke like a twisted word. 

Right, left, under, over, hurled. Stole our breath. 
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Inventory 


It being late and quiet 

and tonight 

the planets not unfriendly, 

I pick up the account book and write. 


Item: 

One bed here, cheerful, 

split by two cracks 

across the undertrussing, 
propped on one side with casters, 
spring busted. 


Item: 

Smells like laundry soap, 

stiff sheets that rattle and crack 
like silk. 


Item: 

Under the footboard below 

an old cardboard suitbox 
jammed to bulging 

with eight enormous books 

of red-blue-green engravings 
painted with six finished poems. 


Item: 
Note the enormous walk-away letters. 


Item: 

Up here about the head of the bed, 
jostling like the people of a little city, 
five hundred fiercely restless books. 


Item: 


To the left, my knee, 
resting across my wife’s knee. 


16 


Item: 
She was crying a minute ago 
across my arm and 


Item: 

Has gone to sleep, 

lost with the ever encroaching thought 
that she is moving along to be old. 
—and it’s true. 


Item: 

I’m getting there also, 

and so is everything here moving along 
spreading out from me in circles. 
Away from here. 

From the bed, 

from the blue bedspread, 

from the house, from the island around me, 
from the sky spattered with planets. 
Every one of them getting along, 

every one of them belonging to me. 

All of us lying here 


Item: 
Not moving. 


Item: 
Moving along together. 
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Make Room 


I want to finish redecorating, 

be able to ask Death into my house, 
show him the chairs, 

the table I made myself, 

crack him a walnut 

(give him the good part) 

introduce him to my children, 

offer him a drink. 

Which of us is the sly devil? 

Pll say 

I’m tired of keeping you hiding there 
behind the door! 

like a lackey. 

Come out, come out! 

Be proud of yourself. 

No more sneaking, 

walk in and give me a good short handshake! 
Stay for lunch. 

Consider yourself my friend. 
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Cats-Cradle 


The land, pack on its back, 

iS Up Cap-a-pie in green, striding away whistling 
rustling miles with a single smoke. 

What’s crippled and bent and caught unready 
drips from its new boots, mossy spawn. 


Roads weave their way like diamondbacks 
hissing at counties of fervent basking— 
blackbirds, a red army of shoulderboards, 
quiver overhead shouting—, 


aspens breathless, turn coat over and over— 
only an instant to cross the river, 

(blue coat dripping stags) 

it swims, running off field-mice and crickets. 


Foolishness limps behind, scattering a flux 
of wild seed secretly placed 

here and there in the darkest groves 

to steal up music. 


The sky see-saws like a cats cradle. 

Over the hill, darkening, comes the sun to talk. 

Ahead, sleep beckons, enormous shadows 

booming both ways at once on the perilous throughway. 
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Pawn 


I bar the bars and clap the locks against it. 
By my side I feel it, 
twisting the key. 


I mix the bread of life, 
thwacking the dough. 
It’s the bloom of the yeast. 


The faster I run, 
the more it clatters past me through neighboring alleys 
and steps in the road ahead with a drawn smile. 


When I look in my mailbox 
I find it has written my name 
next door 

on its own label. 


Like chewing gum, 
the more I kick it away 
the more it is under my shoe. 


The more I fear it, the more 

it looks with a face like Captain Ahab. 
When I love it, 

it kisses me soft as a girl. 


It seems that whatever I do, it’s going to have me, 
therefore to hell with these pains. 

I put myself in pawn to it like a trumpet. 

Pll live like a drunk musician on its pledge! 
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Velvet Gait 


Night pulls up its cloak and belt, 
breathes through its teeth the rain. 
Lopside, velvet gait, its heels go tock 
down roads swept dark of the moon. 


Shadow on shadow, owls in its pockets, 
sifting through trees, huffing its wing— 

rests in a crack as the mockingbird plainsongs 
through endless drift, change on change, 
chimed for the ears of foxes. 


Arms in tangles, flashing its black boots 

it weaves and writhes with rumbles of thunder, 
thrashes a music through clearing and brake 
insolent as the trembling of hills. 


It shakes Black Mountain deep to its roots, 
breathes in life as it sighs out death. 

Its name, it whispers, is whippoorwill wing. 
Its empire is great, 

vast as the chittering of bats. 
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Generation 


When I know my generation 

is to come—waits to be thrust into life 
untied, unharried and unreduced, 

foretold to be fantastic 

the way of a two-headed eagle with fangs— 
in my sleep I babble about their coming. 


The few who’ve arrived so far, 
eyes damp and lidded, get by 

on lost luggage and wildflowers. 
Living with one side bound 

in the old flesh 

they flap like wind-starved sails. 


I know they’re coming 

by some double thought of the warlock edge of the mind. 
Whatever window I’m not at 

I sense impossible brothers and sisters 

rushing toward me and hear 

their flyway and wing-thrust 

as they burst secretly through. 
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Up Or Down 


Bouncing from air-loom to air-loom like a 
needle shuttle, 

swimming in explosions, hopping with the sun, 
caught on the fish-hook of light, 

pulled up through cataracting visions, 

coming around sea-beds on tangled tomorrows, 
misconstrued yesterdays, multiplying nows, 

I hear talk of old and getting old 

and news of getting new, 

and as though put on 

like a coat by being born, 

I am worn fashion to fashion 

with the sheen of unwearying mythical cloth. 
Tailor! tailor! fit me to light! 

Sew new seams 

in my ever renewing rags. 
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Timehorse 


How strange to mount this horse of time 
that once set out, won’t turn its mask, 

and veers and bangs 

about each coming back, to something new. 


For instance, how you’ve circled home, 

they give you such strange looks, 

and the side of the house with its feathery shakes 
is like looking through water. 


Grandpa, late last week 
recounting how he lost his coat, 
hard as we listened, 

he was only his voice, 
sputtering whistles and creaks. 


We say we trust in stars. 

They’re all that stays. 

Cities break like waves. 

And look, your friends that talked so much 
have nothing to say but hands folded. 


They threw us rice when we rode away, 
now you yourself pull strangely on the reins. 
Dusk falls on dusk like flickers of a film. 
Money rolls in the streets. 


Quarters and dimes, too fast to pick them up. 

You snatch from the loving cup, as you were warned, 
but tried as it passed both ways, 

and the froth was dry before you could touch the rim. 
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76th Street 


An old Russian lady, 

Jewish and eighty, oh, at least eighty, 

with horrifying blue lard legs 

as though they were about to moult caterpillars, 
sitting in the heat on slum steps, 

and she leaned over to me, I listened, 

because I thought—she knows something, maybe, 
about living with this madness— 

(the thought passed by my head 

like a rock on its way to a streetlight), 

“Listen,” she says, “Young man, 

it’s hot tonight, don’t you think? 

—but if I go inside, they will start to bang 

on the cans out there, I will call the police, 

I say they should all be killed! 

All the crazy people should be killed! 

That’s what should be done!” 


It was the night 

I had decided there was some hidden sense to everything. 
Perhaps because my wife was three—four flights up 

with a friend barely back from the edge of a death 

which would have made more sense than 

what she had ever done with her life. 

And I knew the two of them were plotting with each other 
to give it away together; whatever they had to give. 

And I thought they must know something. 

Walking about, I found myself standing 

in front of a shop window two doors down 

while the old lady talked back to a sulphurous moon. 
There was a kind of present truth blazing in the windows, 
if I could grasp it. 

Tiny paintings. I stared and stared and stared. 

Myriads of frogs and bears playing tennis and smelling flowers. 
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Reality Street 


Reality is something like me carrying 

the bicycle down the steps in the morning, 

with a grip at the seat socket on the left 

and the stem of the steering post on the right, 

carefully placing my recently broken right foot 

on the tattered step covering, 

crazing open the doors with a little help 

from my Puerto Rican neighbors, 

“gracias, gracias!” saying, especially if it’s 

the dark white-bearded one who shaves only once a week. 
He will hold the beer can in the sack 

with a far-away eye which seems to say 

it is not I drinking this beer, opening the door 

for this American with the suspiciously Spanish-looking wife. 
Who rides a bicycle but a boy or a fool? 

Help a fool is a kind of harmless custom. 


The sidewalk is reality. 

We have lost the last tree. The only one 

to survive being pissed on and beaten. 

And was getting to be a pretty good tree 

in front of the shoe store, but obviously 

rot had gotten in somewhere. 

It failed in the wind last night, 

and of course will not be replaced, except by 

the beer cans and candy wrappers which seem to be 

the true proofs of human occupation and human interest. 
The bums in front of Garcia’s are watching to see if Anselmo 
will continue to sleep when the sun 

comes over the roof of the Brittany building 

and shines hard in his eyes. 

Their interest isn’t unkind. 

Our bums take good care of one another around here. 
I’ve seen two of them pick up a third 

who had fallen off his egg crate in the street 

and set him tenderly back up on end, teetering crazily, 
and put his beer can again in his hand. 
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First, setting the bicycle off the curb, 

I look back in the bus barn to be sure 

nothing is coming out. With a quick hop and push 

I set off against the traffic on the wrong side, 

to the corner of 54th Street, then sweep 

to the East, before them all, on that street, the one street 
I know as I know my face or my kitchen table. 
Reality! This is Reality Street—littered with 

dog shit and broken auto parts, full of holes 

and broken glass to protect a full block 

of private cars of policemen in no-parking spots. 

They know each other by their lodge signs. 

Then the Youth Center, that used to be the night court. 
I gather speed, sliding between the front bumpers 

to the right, and the outside doors of cars to the left, 
banking and spinning the pedals, 

I’ve forgotten my broken foot, I’m flying! 

Then I must wait to pass the paddy wagon, 

they’re loading up with girls—the wigged and raincoated haul 
from last night’s war sweep on Eighth Avenue. 

The clean up! They’re cleaning up the Avenue, 

and professional fucking is being abolished again. 

It will have to stand for whatever is being washed this week. 
The girls are bored and angry, 

they don’t laugh when the cops joke 

and the boys from the brick Greek church whistle. 
The girls want to get on with their job, 

of which this is a piece of the red tape. 

I squeeze by and brake it at the corner. 

Stopping, I rest, I beam at pedestrians. 

It’s 9 am.—Exuberant senseless beam— 

these are not natives, but people going to work. 

Four cops discuss departmental gossip. 

They cross against the red light. 

No-one in this city obeys any law of any kind. 

Cops less than anybody. 
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And then, I’m off again, going down 

in the maelstrom of Reality Street. Everybody turns 

at this place into 54th Street from Eighth Avenue. 

Why? Are they going to the Municipal Parking Lot on the right? 
Or to the unemployment office for waiters and dishwashers 
on the left? (a mysterious place full of crises 

and explosions). And there’s Bryant Hotel. 

Alan Hovhaness lived there briefly last year. 

I used to see his tall, hesitant, disjointed walk 

mooning along thinking of distant extreme musical space. 
“Hello Alan!,” I’d yell, he’d turn and look as though 

he’d never seen me before or anything before 

and grin shyly. “Hello,” he’d say. 

Did he really know what was talking to him? 

And now he’s living in Seattle. That’s reality. 


Crossing Broadway is a sort of adventure. 

This invincible instantaneous daredevil in me 

is quite boiled down into a sort of egg-cup 

of security and dutifulness, 

but Broadway now, is something else, is always being excavated. 
Don’t you suppose the Mafia is holding a secret convention 
down one of the the holes, or digging a mysterious subway to Sicily? 
They pave it again with asphalt and sand 

as soft as chewing gum. 

My bicycle rises up and rolls down 

through hole after hole like waves, 

honking bravely at all the pedestrians. 

They look offended. Impudent motorless wheels! 

They defer to cars, they respect trucks. 

They’ve been converted to a religion of pure weight! 


I skid to a stop at Seventh, and hurry across 


through the taxi line for the airport trade | 
from the Hotel Americana. I park outside the crazy poster store. 
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Inside, I’m surrounded by Raquel Welch’s breasts, 

girls with steak quarterings on their rumps, 

blonde nudes climbing cliffs, Nixon taking a dump, 
calendars of Kamasutra positions, one per month, 

four foot long inspirational zen poems on purple banners, 
red fire-lighters a foot long. 

I buy my paper, I fold it neatly behind my seat. 

The clerk asks me about my foot. That’s how 

I’m fated to be remembered. The paper customer who broke his foot. 
I walk the wheels to the corner 

by half a dozen kegs of Schaeffer beer booming down 
in the belly of the cellar of a bar. 

I cast off past the Half Note and Jimmy Ryan’s 

to the Hilton, with its bus loads of Japanese tourists 
craning their necks, casting about 

at a crazily tilted perspective with sore ears 

and sleep-confused eyes. 

In these full, hurrying streets, what a difference! 
Everyone is spruce, sure, full of purpose, 

upholstered with money and sex in green, 

knowing how to enjoy a breeze and walk hearty. 

The flagpoles on the ABC, CBS and Burlington Buildings, 
the Warwick Hotel, flap with taut-natured snap. 

This too is reality—or is it adventure? 

I’m sailing in rash seas. 

The light changes, four cabs crash through the red, 

but we’re wise to them—we wait, 

and avoiding the dip in the street by the Athletic Club, 

I nod at the doormen of the Dorset, 

and now at the top of the rise, it’s home-free, 

I sail past the back garden and the trees 

of the Modern Art Museum, avoid the driver-training car 
of the Rhodes School, look up the skirts 

of the girls with their books and their backs to the walk, 
neatly slip past the back.corner of a growling truck, 

and up to the curb at the service drive. 

There’s a no-parking sign across the street 

from the University Club. Really reality! 
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I put down my parking stand with a clang, 

unlock the chain, unscrew the front half of my French bike, 
it’s beginning to rust from too much rain, 

and I lay the front half beside the back, 

chaining the two with a $22.50 hardened steel five pound chain. 
This is reality too. Adventure with prudence. 

Standing here, I think, I’ve made it once again 

without re-breaking my foot. 

—Look how they’re watching me—. You actor! 

A bicycle in two pieces! Such elan! 

I stalk and limp to what will happen today. 

Oh Fifth Avenue! 
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Sum 


This bed, these ears, this house, this city, 

this world, these stars, 

that stretch out five feet 

to the tips of these fingers— 

stretching me five quintillion light years 

to the tips of them. 

Lying here all colors, all pieces, 

all hamsters, all magnets, 

marble wears down someday to what I was. 
Looking through eyes caught 

looking over my shoulder, 

clinging to carpets going away beneath my knees. 
Every Sunday throwing myself out with the sweepings, 
coming back in with the roaring of the trees. 
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The Fault Is 


Some part of me keeps picketing the world 
as though it knew of a better condition. 
What have we for guide but what we’re given, 


or what we embroider about it 
by terrified flight and mantic dreaming? 
—That shriek in the night, 


—was it some hare dangling by harsh talons, 
or the grisly owl above, lordly grunting 
and creaking; or the scream of the night-hawk, 


clutching a more or less reconciled wood-mouse? 
I saw no blood. Only feeling 
hung there like a suspended question. 


But I lay sweating as though mortally branded. 


Something had lumbered me 
with settling the blame or praise. 
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Someone Will Go On Owing 


When I’m gone to that principality of sleep 
of which I’m the warring field, 

myjaddy parts the seething veil 

to whisper we must work 

to make the world go right. 


Then mama comes and warns me in the obverse 
“Fear the desperate good intent 

in a well-meant threat-to-kill—. 

Nothing born, no matter how it tries, 

is more than halfway true.” 


So I undream perplexed, the million good-hearted ways 
I main perfection chasing riches and love, 

track my pettifoggeries and crimes 

back to their human birth in goodwill. 


Grisly rights and wrongs 

spring up like dragon’s teeth from the tilth 
in which I sow an earnest faith 

that I can love irreconcilables into one. 


Someone will go on owing. 

Such is the nature of life. 

But to whom? How is such a hopeless 
abondonment ever to be paid off? 
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Notes 


Staking my time as a wanderer— 

what do I mean moving into this soft cottage? 
It is not I— 

so invested in gardens and locks and beds. 

I don’t recognize myself, 

who have wandered with Basho 

up and down a timeless mountain track 
poking ahead of the donkey through fog. 

See, I have gotten written into the wrong life. 


It could not last, 

I was sleeping far too well, 
not even dreaming, 

like a hog in the sun. 

Now I restlessly skim over 
northern lakes, forest reaches, 
worn out, 

going to sleep at my desk. 
Alive! 


My nature is to find the wildest briars 
and get entangled there. 
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The Fanatical You 


What to do with that creature, 

thin and stubborn, 

falling and hiding and slithering from cave to cave 
under the coal heap of your conviction 

who continues to believe in greatness? 


How much time you wasted 

hunting him down with despair, this year and last year. 
Stretching the spotlight farther and farther 

into his lair (it looks like the undercroft 

of a mine of diamond-carbon). 

You spear where he hides, see his star-like eyes. 

He wears nothing at all against you and the wet 

in his fierce faith 

but a silvery cloth. 


You sweep the air with a lash of freezing wires, 
and he cries thinly. 

You whisper “Come out. 

listen to the truth.” 

But he roots farther out of the light 

and lies under there starving, 

nursing his knowledge like bread. 

That will outlive you. 

That will be right. 


Being A Thief 


The people of the forest, the Ruwenzon, 
the Mountains of the Moon, 

are stealthily proud of a skillful thief 
who slips in and makes off 

with eagle feather and cooking pot, 
never awakening the dog. 

Not for his being Lord Light-finger, 

but for the perfection of his trade. 

What country has struck a medal for the devoted whore? 
Where is that tribe to which a dirty bum 
is holy master if he is skilled in his art? 


The world pickles what it does not approve, 
acidulated the universe, (calling it keeping house) 
to a moon like a pale homogeneous turd. 

Bottles us up where its fantasies converge. 

We yell, inside our jungle of dill 

that we are that whore, that bum, that thief, 

too knowing, too quick, too sensual of heart 

to (either outwardly or inwardly) keep still. 


40 


Evening It Out 


If to live is to suffer, 

if suffering is to love, 

—may you be alive, be lucky, shut one eye! 
—water the gift of seeing quixotically 
what’s bound to be so. 

But if you will be safe and live in bricks, 
and make straw from dryness, 

consider! 

You may hop low, bend not, all you like, 
do you think you will say goodbye to risk? 


Better call Time compatriot, 

never fly ahead or behind the sun. 
Remember, you were born a fool. 
The heart is a spear without an aim 
that fells both enemy and friend. 


If you own Saturn for invention, 
remark that pothole in every wonder, 
and if the red witch invites, 

enter. 

For only the lucky live anyway, 

and there is nothing to be gained 

by having understood everything. 
What falls below 

will someday stand above. 


A Watchman Speaks 


They are permanently asleep. 

They have accepted rest 

in exchange for a piece of the world to hold, 
while I live in the power of the sun 

with my eyes sewed open 

by old tags of fishline strung through my jaws. 
Where they sleep in beds of mushrooms, 

I am forever awake, 

trudging through graveyards of glass. 

I see the ugliness 

of ever daily grateful rain and wind, 

the sublimaties of garbage and lost hats. 


They hang on me medals, they smile themselves to sleep. 
Of acceptance, I am the hard fist. 

I do the job. 

Of obliteration, I am the last snag. 

Who cares? 

Hanging by nails of escapes, 

in the teeth of the sky. 

It is I only 

who awaken the sun with glad cries. 
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Buick 


I am sitting 

on the creek edge with my 

feet in the water. 

There is an oak log crossing the creek. 
Off to the left, a path where animals run. 
Possums and coons are running along it 
through a forest where the creek 

is running like a snake 

through the middle of the trees. 

The creek and the path and the forest 
are running through me. 


Among wild delphinium making thin blue-bell towers. 
Spring says Sweet William. 

He shines like pink cheap jewelry 

flung in the coarse grass everywhere. 
Dogwood blazes in sheets of white crosses. 

My father is digging at something 

with his wild Orchid pick. 

An old Buick sits in the clearing 

splendid with green plush seats, 

and there is a garden at the edge of the forest. 
Now, as I was the forest, 

I am becoming the garden. 

Pick up the wet sack with the wild orchids. 
Reach them high up into the black of the Buick. 
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A Thing I Did 


The week after we invented the electric light 
we went down to Kitty Hawk in the morning, 
and the wind skipped over from Africa. 

It dodged in above the grinding wheels 

of the rollers that thumped like drums. 


Among the salt grass, the sun, 

like a cold salute in the hair— 

fanning open the doors, 

where the wind had sifted into the cracks— 
what a terrible 

strange, familiar bird! 


We turned it around 

to face the water-laden wind, 

then drove down the long 

wing-like wooden oar 

to the blue thud of the gasoline’s report. 


And then we ran, 
ran, and skimming, sent it up, 
and it rose and fled in a cloud. 


It is only a week 

since we invented the electric light, 

I proclaim my name is Wright, Wright, Wright! 
And we see where it will go. 
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Lucky You 


You may wake up and find yourself 

someday, climbing about this unforgiving land, 
threading among rocks along a faint rough path 

and trudging under the lee of that ice-sided mountain 
to creep out at last between cliffs 

and arrive where you were going. 


You will be overlooking a landscape more than a mile below, 
a crazy tangle of sharp-sided boulders, 

swirling forests, and rivers cataracting with steam. 
Facing such quaking abysses 

(across them the birds tilt back and forth 

like leaves from a branch). 

You will discover you have been gifted 

with a set of rickety wings like Japanese umbrellas 
fastened to your shoulder blades 

That wriggle and squeak like old elastic garters. 

If you have been particularly lucky, 

and randomly good, 

you are going to be invited to fly. 
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Big Top 


I’m the lion tamer of the burning circus, 

my animals are escaping as the tent flames. 
Like red flowers bursting upwards, 

the sky floats with posies up steel black strands 
of the vast hairnet of night. 


To wild trumpets, the elephants stalk the cars 
down glaring midways, walking like bridge pillars. 
Black bears, with rolling rumps, run 

thumping, scattering furry tatters of sparks. 

I fly past the cages, cracking my whips. 

“Back there, Gaucho!” I shout, 

snapping the lines among the exploding cats. 

I hang at the center of the vortex of their roars. 


Great, tawny creatures, 

I shout, I wail, I pop my knuckles and fists, 

I back them (their eyes like vituperative fireflies 

seen through shattered lemon-balls) 

berserk, into dark corners. 

I unlatch the great cage, 

its vertiginous screech cleaves a line of soprano madness 
against the bass bellow of the flame. 


Crouching on their bellies, they run like rats 
to the welcoming darkness of cage and slavery, 
but are changing even as they disappear. 


As I clash the steel buckle, 

I know they are not what they were. 

Up they shiver, beginning to glow, 

to shimmer in the dark hole. 

They coalesce, rise, like two great golden folds 
of murky iridescence, like opals forever opening, 
beating vast orange oars. 

Oh luminous mysterious butterfly of night! 
Fluttering against me and the bars. 
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Making Country 


What a grand job that was. 

Making country. 

Two weeks 

on the peaks and steeps of mountains, 
and holes and runnels, 

dressed at the tip 

with feathers and copses. 


Remembering, the method 

with oceans 

is fill them well to the brim 

and line them with beaches 

in neat verges. 

Rake out the sand like a white unreeling. 
Tick a picket of palm trees 

here and there along the edges 

like brushes. 


Afterwards, 

put the hours of a couple of days 
to broadcasting deserts, 

heaping the sand between the 
wastes of boulders. 


Walk off by moonlight, later 
scouring the channels of rivers, 
scattering streams among hills 
that glow in the dark 

like silver lines on a map. 
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Hang it up overhead 

(it will shine like a jewel) 
and give it a twist. 

Set it rotating 

give it its own individual rate 
(that takes almost delicate hand). 


Stand off— 

look at it there. 

Violet, green and coral, 
spinning like a world. 
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Theatre of Weather 


Under the tin roof 

of my grandfather’s bedroom, 

it rushed like a cave, 

the vault overhead was the underside of rivers, 
waters were bent down the windows 

like a fall, 

lightning split the beech tree 

hanging upon the roof of my ear 

and the clangorous air revolved with blue metal, 
tasting of carbide. 


Then all at once the water stopped like a spell, 
and the mountains moved off in veils. 

The eaves and the trees dripped 

called out the names of green grottos, 
“Creek-bed, cistern, frog-jump, 

water-oak, ’vocables. 

In the trees the chirrs of blackbirds 

gathered like cross-roads 

on lines of flight from farms. 

The sun, half-buried in vats of sorghum, 
fluttered a thousand wandering winks 
through the leaves, like butterfly armies. 

Six o’clock rose with a wringing of cicadas, 
turning to squeeze the mists from the waters. 


Then night toppled down 

and smothered the sun at the pass. 

A dozen dogs vocalized and boomed, 
a whole new country of white slow fog 
rose from the roads 


spreading like ice-blue snowbanks under the moon. 
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Clouds 


Apparently solid as a herd of cattle 

and perfectly quiet 

they while away the atmosphere like grass in a field 
hardly bothering to get up or bend down. 


If we could move as importantly as they do, 

as enormously, like whales, never making a sound, 
we’d become a Kublai-cabal of politicians, 

and oppress vast crowds by merely passing slowly. 
Though we were dark and grey at the center, 
they’d vote us blood red honors 

so long as we laid our backs against the sun. 


How could a thing so weightless 

lift so and lean on barns? 

Whose doors move open and shut 

banging greyly like sea-bells—? 

Or suddenly from nowhere make quarrels, 

with black blows and quick shocks like fists 

so that even the rocks spit and erupt with sparks 

and something shits like distant shipments of furniture. 


Without any reason they will quickly 

tug like kites, more and more buoyant, 

so the top of the sky lifts off 

and disappears as white as distant birds 

tilting over the enormous roof of the sea. 

They are being marched off single file to some children’s game. 
They hide in a blank perfection of ringing radiant blue. 

But sometime they’ll come back as sheep, 

galloping across in numberless armies 

and cover the sun with their dust like wool. 
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Night Walk To A Country Theatre 


Drop from the train’s bottom step onto the grit, 

turn out of the wind, ravel the hood of the parka tight. 
It’s gristly clear, the black night air fizzes with frost, 
Venus and Jupiter sit near the moon like steps. 
There’s an old barge canal and water locks; 

you cross on the steel plates, rubber soles clanging. 
First a shallow skitter over frozen mud, 

then a steady booming of timed trudge 

over the long bridge across the Connecticut, 

frozen about the abutment islands. 

They extend white claws. 

Smoke steams from a chimney like a solid cloud. 
Nobody knows you in any of the passing cars, 

no obligation keeps you from climbing the rail, 
dropping in the cold swirls of the water below. 

Your breath comes fast, your spirit jumps 

high above the iron network of girders. 

On the far side, a strip-bar, evilly lighted, waits, 

and long sidewalks of the tight-closed houses of strangers, 
growling dogs, a rustle of distant throughway, 

long lurching alone. 

Then, through the darkness, rises up at last— 

like a reward, as though you knew 

this was how it should have been arranged— 
warmth, singing, a cavern of people. 

Your feet will have lost all feeling, 

the joy will come flying. 

It works every time. 
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To Betsy 


Be rash and alive in your heart. 

The worst fate is not having to die, 

it’s to be rolled—like sweat— 

between the palms of somebody’s weasly god. 


There’s a life’s work 

under the accountability of so many wonders, 
coming to accept the simple truth 

exploded all around us by the joy 

of our skin and eyes. 


Live at the Finisterre of feeling 
if you want to think this world 
is better than stone. 


See, how it’s your breath 

puts the breath in the rock? 

That you yourself 

are the heat of the Spring and the fatal sun? 
The more of you shows, 

the less there is of you for them to hurt. 


Soon, you will stir, 

as though something had broken, 

will awaken, 

your own kiss will at last accept itself. 
It will bruise your mouth 

with the hateful miraculous passion. 
It’s our one gift. 
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Sweepings 


Who’s the Major Domo of the Principality of Peace? 
How will I recognize his uniform and hat? 

I keep walking, looking, peering under strange brims 
hoping I can make friends with his face. 


But there’s no guidebook to this country. 
Fly-specks and bird-droppings 

have been mistaken for the map. 

Where is the arsenal hiding, where it’s made? 


I look from my window each morning, waking, 
hoping to spy the clerk 
who throws out the sweepings from the work. 


53 


Lo 


a 


oe 


Slut Myth 


You’ve got to be divorced from America 

to live decently with her. 

How otherwise 

excuse her crude oils and raw deals, 

big eyes about money and elastic stockings, 

forgive her infatuation with going fast and cleaning up. 


Reckless, forever about to come of age, 
she wouldn’t grow up 

even if she could figure it out. 

She’s joyous like a quart of booze. 
She’ll give you her last silver credit 
if you can make her cry, 

big blowzy beautiful America, 
blowing smoke rings in six directions, 
flinging diamonds out the window, 
endlessly interrupting everybody 

with weather and hysterectomies. 


When will you grow up, fun-chick? 
—get your rivers and manholes straightened out? 
Nobody cares about your off-colors, 


they have nothing to do with your marvelous continents. 


You fall over mountains mawking about Gulf-lube, 
you think you can separate yourself 

from your soil with soap. 

You are more slut than myth, 

it’s hard to think how they will someday lay you out. 


Our Goddess joke, 

could you learn to bend your stomach 

into a meaningful skybow? 

And how is anyone to draw your picture— 
snap your shot, grubby mother, 

so long as that unendurably lovely leg 

is hoisted out the window 

dirty fingers scattering crumbs of a sweet roll 
over your crotch? 
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Coo Coo 


Vivaldi, unable to sleep, 

wrote a flute quarter. 

Michelangelo, troubled with mosquitos, 

painted God. 

Carpenters cursed with kidney trouble 

take out their hammers. 

Bricklayers scour their trowels, 

blacksmiths look for a horse, 

lawyers lie in the shadow of a judge. 

Others of us are boiled down to this thing, 

this poem, 

like scratching the Lord’s Prayer on a tapioca bead. 
Who can eat or wear or lie 

in the shelter of a noise on paper 

like a brown lichen? 

Can it be mixed with anything to make colors? 

A thousand of them couldn’t raise you 

ten paper piasters in the market. 

The atmosphere is polluted with their puff. 

We are sentenced to a form of expression 

loathed by the Continental Congress, 

forbidden by the fourteenth amendment. 

Look, one of us goes past waving his wings like windmills. 
The semaphore spells “love” as he is shot down— 
(for an unauthorized flight). 

But somebody, somewhere, 

made money out of the crash. 
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The joiners of coffins 

are considered to have more to do with maintaining life. 
We are the coo-coos in the nest 

surrounded by all the honest practical birds. 
They say we are monsters, 

we eat like ostriches 

and kick everything native out, 

then moult, flap on the flank of the abyss 
yelling four letters! 

The inevitable revolution 

against Coo-coos is on the way. 

Soon they will recommend—look in the eggs— 
otherwise how to make sure no more 

are going to be born? 

A bureaucracy will be appointed. 

Decreed to be pigeons, coo-coos will 

only be allowed to propagate in air-shafts, 

eat the shit-seed of policemen’s horses, 

and anything shouting good news from the top of a clock 
will be shot. 

God, we grow strong! 
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Freedom 


Didn’t Lamartine say sentimental ideas were better 
because they were more beautiful 

even when they were not true? 

Do you doubt it is really so? 

Do you want to call him and ask him? 


Think about it only as a word. 

FREEDOM!—toll it about on the tongue. 

It’s certainly a spiritual sound. 

One vowel is like a running white horse. 

The other is like a drum blow. 

Think about its being liked. 

Is it liked? Is it popular? 

Yes, how it succeeds! boom! 

It’s opponents are all knocked flat! 

Every one of them is running away from it 

even pretending to be for it. 

And while the praise they shout back 

sounds more like hatred and imprecations than love. 
Who, truly soldiering in the cause, 

will take any notice of that? 

Is there any of us who dares be the opposition 

to such a marvelous word?—Down to Maleboglia! 


Yet, keeping a secret hidden in my boot, 
I’ve come back through the lines. 
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Tron Mask 


The secret of happiness? Being insensitive—’ 
-Tennessee Williams to a taxi driver. 


The world is a hideous mess—always has been.” 
-My father at the time of the Spanish Civil War. 
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It’s how you think of it. Which 
scares you. 

Terror’s the humorless way 

of whittling wood to a comfortable shape. 
Hate’ s the quiet need 

to have the tablecloth set neatly 
or a hat to fit. 

Neither is that much different 
from Order, Goodness, or Love. 
Life can make your skin crawl. 
Keep that straight. 


II 


And other news. Your moral desolation. 
Meaning poets get wounded? 

Shoot! It’s your job. 

On the way, choose what to be crushed by. 
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The vocation of the young 

is keep expecting more. 

Nose farther every year 

into those dangerous thickets. 
Sniff for Justice. 

(All the time it’s an enormous 
orchid hidden in a tree). 
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Discover surprised what cruel creatures 
we are, spattered with blood custom. 
Demand like beggars ‘Give up, be it. 
What we deserve.’ 


IV 


But if it’s to march 

for or against the crucifixion— 
perhaps that is too easy. 

What wrings the soul 

is not marching, 

refusing to wash the hands of it. 
Being all agony, 

and unpopular (because too hard) 
says something for it. 
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Politics, a lottery 

part fun, part religion, 

naively we let into 

our house not asking it 

to identify itself. 

Always was a cut-throat by profession. 
Your foolish “guilt panics,” 

because what’s “right” goes on forever 
being undistributed? 

Power?—how big a piece do you want? 
Our ministers of gentle sanity 

knead their white hands. 

Don’t subscribe—till you’re as scared of it 
as it is careless of you. 
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VI 


If Spain weren’t there 

we’d have worked up something else. 

Alonso de la Ojeda flies 

to the Indies, 1529, “killing, robbing, 

fighting, even when the natives were peaceful.” 
Columbus, “Saint of the Temperate,” 

starves half a million natives for the royal fisc. 
Nor won’t change because of your luck, Gringo. 
400 years of law, your anguish 

over the gift, but you wouldn’t swap 

how grandpa paid for your moderation 

in hateful misery. 

That ranchero tipping his hat to saints 

thinks the god-given land his, 

and all who live upon it. 

He’s mutilating himself to a better 

line of credit. What can you do about it? 
Consider the nature of a country. 

A vast short-headed idiot, 

able to learn only from being punished. 


Vil 


Weep. 

But commit yourself 

to the blood and guts of the head. 
Grit your teeth. 

No one is fit for everything. 
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Melt Out 


Politics, you great glacier, 

you have been going on for 10,000 years, 
yet perhaps there is five feet of movement 
in a hundred months. 

Julius Caesar fell down a crack in 40 B.C., 
his body has just been sighted 

emerging at the bottom of the pass, 

frozen in a democratic attitude— 

pebbles in his mouth. 


Now Martin Luther King 

steps in a crevice at the top of the pass. 

Into what sort of world 

is he going to come melting out, 2000 years from now? 
And will 2000 years be enough 

to freeze him naturally 

in a non-violent smile? 
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American 
“Vous n’ étes pas Americain, André, vous étes Francais.’ 


Though rash, and took as many risks 

as he could justify, like any fool— 

he could not spit out the image of his birth. 

How Jefferson glared across those sea-blown miracles, 
shaming selfishness into rough belief. 


The god of his homeland throve 

on random pencil strokes, 

a wild faith in cutting, hewing, 

blur as the hope of the universe. 

Kept thinking and feeling muzzled up in churches, 
rhetoric tied like a dog at the altar. 


But these were dangers only as fluent as Voltaire, 
or Rousseau nuzzling artless animals. 

And as innocent. Once in a while, 

running in forest paths or city wilderness wild, 
by chance they exploded in lovely jail breaks. 
Even as he spits out the question 

—most loved—you smile. 

Damned immemorial sybil—cynical child! 


J 
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Moscow 


We are Bonaparte, waiting for the Russians to surrender, 
anxiously wanting to be generous, 

we stride amongst the gold braid, 

buttons and war-muddy boots 

like a little lost boy, stamping our foot. 


But, cooped up in our soul 

is also, a very small old man, 

hook-nosed, a crabby ancient crow 

honoring the shabby performance of this day 

and the next day exactly the same, 

uprooting the shoots of enthusiasm as they sprout. 


We do not appreciate the rosy-cheeked young stranger 
jammed in the same body with us, 

this idiot who keeps leading our flaming vanguard 

of huzzahs into a 19th century of bourgeois roses 

and pneumatic emotion. 


When the revolution fevers out of our army’s 
tainted water, Marengo to Waterloo, 

we make use of the splendid suspect feeling, 

but think it’s a bestial plague, even in a Frenchman. 


Our stiff old man hangs back, 

sneering critically like a Venetian Doge 

at anything new, 

laughing at Fulton’s submarine, 

but the child in us is delighted 

with all these stupid kings 

we are able to brush from the map like chessmen. 
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When the wondrous fires bloom up over Moscow, 
we stamp our feet! 

How dare they oppose us! Are we not the hero, 
surrogate of the Gods, heir of a hundred kings? 
Why don’t they praise us? 


Heaven help our poor despised army! 
Were we born that way, 
or only spoiled by Corsican mothers? 
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Good Sense 


Forty six years old, still unseasonably 

bound to good sense, 

which keeps running away like a mad horse, 
I’ve squandered my hard-earned tears 

on a world that listens as though it were leather. 


As it ambles past, it creaks, 

in endless bored, heroic, squalid procession, 
refusing to notice all those frowning barricades 
of wisdom I throw up in its way. 

It has paid as much attention 

to blows, beatings and shouts. 


How do you propagate moderation 

to a vast Atlantic of idee fixe? 

Like a tortured, wounded, blinded, shambling 

living wave, it comes to rest for a moment on my beach, 
reaching its restless paw 

so far up my unresisting land, 

then coasting down again. 


Something in me cries to it“Poor thing,” 

trying to caress its sad, headless, bleeding neck 
which already slides out of reach. 

Where can one escape that homeless, motherless cry? 
Even if there were a place to go, how could I go? 


So long as thinkers think pure thoughts 

half-dozing on platforms built out of twisted lives; 
painters fashion pretties out of excrement, 

and writers polish their senses like memorial plaques, 
I’ll be there in the stage machinery 

paying a wretched stipend with my soul. 
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I’ ll be looking for the one quick turn 

to uproot, fell and dismember the thing for good, 

to slaughter the beast behind the scrim facade. 

Each morning, I think, today will come the signal to begin— 
Now the apocalypse! 


Look! I run to Mount Sinai, raging like Moses, 
twirling the factual hammer, 

I’1l blast to powder all their silly stage effects! 
Now at last, I’ll glory in the veteran disease 
and lewd and bloody world of the truth 

that lump behind it like a fallen star. 
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